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Toetvj- 



[Jari. 



ITiat I rauit part witk taj delight, 
I cannot scold ajid sleep. 

However this dofs mitigate, 

Apd much abate my sorrow. 
That tho' to-night it be too late, 

I'll early sf old to-morrow. 

TO MIS3 WITH SOME FJOWERS, 

VV E'RE dying lady, tajce us to thy breast. 
Catch our last breath, and nuke our part- 
ing blest, 
Blest as expiring' saints to whom 'tis given. 
Da earth to die, ^t to revise in heaven. 

T. 

piRICTrONS FOR A TEA- VASE. 
(said to be written By dr. darwin.) 

Friend Bolton, take these ingots fine. 
From rich Potosi's sparkling njine ; 
With your nice ^rf , a tea- vase mould, 
Yonr art more valued than the gold ; 
And where proud R^dbourae's turret^ rise. 
To bright Eliza send the prize. 
I'll have no serpents round it hiss 
The foaming wave, and seem to kis?. 
No naiads weep., no sphinxes «tare. 
No tail-hi^ng dolphins hij-h in air. 
Let wreaths of myrtle round the rim, 
And twisting f»se-bud^ form the brim. 
Each gide let wood-bine stalks descend. 
And form the handles as they bend. 
While, at the foot, a Cupid stands, 
And twines the wreaths with both his hands. 
Perch'd, on the rising lid above, 
Oh, place a love-Jom turtle-dove. 
With hanging vnngs, and ruffled plume. 
And gasping beak, and eye of gloom. 
JLast, Jet the swelling basis shine. 
With silver white, jind burnish fine. 
Bright as the font whose banks beside, 
Narcissus gaz'd, and lov'd, and died. 
Vase ! . . .when Eliza deigns to pour. 
With ^now-whit.e hand, the boiling show'r, 
And sweetly talks, and smiles, and sips. 
Thy fragrant stream, with ruby lips. 
More charms thy polish'd front ,shaU shew. 
Than ever Titian's pencil drew. 
More than his chisel soft mifurt'd, 
Whose heaven-wrought statue <-harm« the 
world. 

To the Editor o/tlte Belfast Magazine. 

MR, 

I send you a bouquet of Sonnets for in- 
sertion in your iiext moottu Magaziac. 



This is a flower «f J'.-Zijn poetry, whioh, 
iij general, has not agreed well with this 
climate, but in some hands, bv careful cul; 
tivatioij, has come to a coiisiderable degree 
of perfection, of which the fpUowing are 
some of the best specimens I could iiud. 

yours, &c. T. 



1>ADY, to you a youth unknown to ait, 
(Who fondly from himself in thour^!\f 

would flv,) 
Devotes the faith, truth, spirit, con- 
stancy. 
And firm, yet feeling temper of his heart ; 
Prov'd strong by trial for life's ard aous part, 
When shakes the world, and thunders 

roH'd on high. 
All adamant, it dares the storm defy. 
Erect, unconscious of the guilty start. 

Not more above fear, envy, low desire-^ 
^d all the tenants of the vulgar breast. 
Than prone to hail the htavcu-resound- 
ing lyre. 
High worth, and genius of the muse p«vj» 

sessed, 
Unsh.iken antl entire... und only f<iund, 
Kot proof against the shaftj when love di- 
rects the yyouiid. 

milton:. 

SECOND. 

Man lives.. .hut to possess ; .^nd if unblest, 

HiJ sickly fancy languishes ! expiresi 
But woman clasps chimera to her l)reaat, 

Small aliment her purer ijam.e i.ef|ni res! 
She, like the young chame!<on, Uves on 
air. 
Content, no grosser sustenance to gain. 
Takes every tint from the lov'd objccj 
near. 
Clings to her griefs, and glories in her 
pain. 
Of poorest flow'rs she foims triumphant 
wreaths. 
Her world contracted to one little space ; 
Enough for her to breathe the air if brea- 
thes. 
To steal a lock, imnotic'd at,/ih face ! 
Bv h*ppy accident to totich />>s hand. 

Bear on her heart a ringlet or a glove. 
To sacrifice each wish to his command, 
Live hnliu iicm, and only live to love. 

MISS TXETUSJ^ 

TBian. 
When forty winters shall besiege thy brow. 
And dig deep trenches in thy beauties' 
£eld. 



